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THE TWO WATCHERS

THE south air swings the cowslips
Over the autumn floor ;
An apple from the bough slips
Ripe-russet to the core.

Across the yellow dazzle, like a white drifting feather,
I watch my white love wander, the fallen fruit to
gather.

I watch my white love looting

Quietly, the season's sweet.

And a blackbird watches, fluting

With each lithe stoop for beat.                               10

Over the yellow dazzle his measure thrills loud-
throated :

Hushed, in my heart's deep, thrills a wonder golden*
noted.

THOMAS MOULT

SONG FROM " LAKE WINTER "

I HAVE no strange or subtle thought,

And the old things are best,
In curious tongues I am untaught,

Yet I know rest.

I know the sifting oakleaves still

Upon a twilit sky,
I hear the fernowl on the hill

Go wheeling by.                                         20

I know my flocks and how they keep

Their tunes of field and fold,"
My scholarship can sow and reap,

From green to gold.
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